The moil L amen table T ragedie 

Vpon vvhofe icaucs arc drops ofnew fliedbJood 
As frelh as morning dew diftild on flowers * 

A verie fatall place it Icemcstomee, 

Speake brotherhaft thouhurt thee with the fell? 

Martin *. Oh brother with thedifmalft obietthurt. 
That cuer eie with fight made hart lament* 

Aron, Now will I fetch the King to finde them here 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, £ x i t 

How theie were thcy,that made away his brother. 

Martins* Why dofl: not comfort me and help meout 
From this vnhollow, and bloodftamed hoi e* 

Quintus. I am furprifed w ith an vneouth fearc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpc<fis more than mine eie can ice* 

Martins ^ o proue thou hafl a true diuining hart, 

•Aron* and thou lookedowne into this den, 

An\ i eea fearcfiill fight of blood and death. 

Quintus. Aron is gone,arid my compaffionate harr, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me who it is^ for nere till now, 

Was I a child to feaie I know not what. 

Martins, LorABaJfianus\[Qs berecUid inblood, 

All on a heape like to a flaughtcred Lambe, 
in this detefieddarke blood drinkingpit* 

Quintus. Ifit be darkehow dofl thouknow tishee# 
Martins ♦ Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A pretious ring, that lightens all this hole: 

Which like a taper in iomc monument, 

DothlTiinc vpon the dead mans earthy cheekes. 

And ihewes the ragged mtralsofthispit: 

So pale did fhine the Mooneon Pnansus, 

When he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood, 

O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 

4 f fearc hath mad c th ee faint as me it hath, 


of Titus Andronicus. 

Qut of this felldcu ouring receptacle, 
js hateful] as Qcstus miltie mouth. 

Qujnt. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out, 
Qrwantingftrcngthtodoethcefo much good, 

] maybe plucktinto thelwallowing wombe. 

Of chi s deepc pit, poore 'Baffianusy:^ u e: 

1 |,aue rK) ft length to pluekc thee to thebrinck, 

Martins, Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy help. 

Qui»t. Tliv hand once more, I will notloolle again c. 
Till thou art here a loft or 1 belowet 
fhoucanft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter the Empcrour and ^4ron % 

, the Moore, 

Satumwus , Along with me, He fee what hole is here, 
Andwhathets that now is leapt into it. 

Say who art thou th at lately didfl defeend. 

Into thisgaping hollow of the earth. 

CMarttus. Thevnhappie fonnes cf old x/fndr*nicHs > 
Brought hither in a molt vnluckie hourc. 

To finde thy brother Bajfianus dead. 

Saturninus. My brother dead, 1 know thou doff but 
He and his Ladie both are at the lo dge, (ieft, 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis notan houre fince I left them there-. 

Mart. VVe know not where you left them allaJiue, 
Butotit alas,here haue we found him dead. 

Ent er Tumor a^Androntcus } and Jjtcittf , 

T amor a. Where is my Lord the King? 

K *”g. Here T amor a, though griude with killing griefe. 
T amor a, V Vhcrc is thy brother Bajfianus} 

Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
E Poore 



